KAI LUNG'S GOLDEN HOURS

exact happening would never reach his lesser one's
ears.

On the following day Yuen Yan presented himself
at the door of the Gilt Thunderbolt, and quickly per-
fecting himself in the simpler methods of smoothing
surfaces and adorning pig-tails he took his stand
within the shop and operated upon all who came to
submit themselves to his embellishment.   To those
who addressed him with salutations he replied by a
gesture, tactfully bestowing an agreeable welcome
yet at the same time conveying the impression that
he was desirous of remaining undisturbed in the
philosophical reflection upon which he was engaged.
In spite of this it was impossible to lead his mind
astray from any weighty detail, and those who, pre-
suming upon his absorbed attitude, endeavoured
to evade a just payment on any pretext whatever
invariably found themselves firmly but courteously
pressed to the wall by the neck, while a highly
polished smoothing blade was flashed to and fro
before their eyes with an action of unmistakable
significance.   The number of customers increased
almost daily, for Yan quickly proved himself to be
expert above all comparison, while others came
from every quarter of the city to test-with their
own eyes and ears the report that had reached
them, to the effect that in the street leading to the
Three-tiered Pagoda of Eggs there dwelt a barber
who made no pretence of elegant and refined con-
versation and who did not even press upon those
lying helpless in his power miraculous ointments
and infallible charm-waters.   Thus Chou-hu pros-
pered greatly, but Yan still obeyed his mother's
warning and raised a mask before his face so that

Chou-hu and his wife never doubted the reality
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